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open the volume in which I was to find the talismamc
counsel. When I had arrived, I read written in pencil
these words:

' Bfi PATIENT :   CHERISH  HOPE.     READ MORE :   PONDER LESS.

NATURE is MORE POWERFUL THAN EDUCATION : TIME WILL DE-
VELOP EVERY THING. TRUST NOT OVERMUCH IN . THE BLESSED

MAGDALEN: LEARN TO PRQTECT YOURSELF.'

CHAPTER XIV.

INDEED I could think of nothing but the stranger. All
night his image was before my eyes, and his voice sounded
in my ear. I recalled each look, I repeated each expres-
sion. Wlien I woke in the morning, the first thing I did
was to pronounce from memory his oracular advice. I
determined to be patient; I resolved never to despair.
Reverie was no longer to be endured, and a book was to be
ever in my hand.

He had himself enabled me to comply with this last
rule. I seized the first opportunity to examine his preseni
It was the History of Venice, in French, "by Amelot de la
Houssaye; a real history of Venice, not one written years
after the extinction of the Republic by some solemn
sage, full of first principles and dull dissertations upon
the vicious constitution, a prophet of the past, trying to
shuffle off his commonplace deductions for authentic inspi-
ration, but a history of Venice written by one who had
witnessed the Doge sitting on his golden throne, and
receiving awestruck ambassadors in his painted halls.

I read it with an avidity witla which I had never devoured
any book; some parts of it, indeed, with, absolute rapture.
When T came to the chapter upon the nobility, a dimness
Came over my sight; for a moment I could not proceed,